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,_-(roup. of statuary at the Pan-
| face and figure of Audrey
'_‘ kﬁ passing mnltitude or adorn
g,
| and breadth of the United
- A8, private galleries, town and
tuildings, fountains, churches,
| parks and private lawns and
+" | all American artists’ models

]
' jtten the story of her life, the
' ind the scenes in the studios,
~ 4 inspiration of many master-
" ‘e art collections, the strange
., of the artists—and the dis-
" atty models who lacked moral
.+ from the perils of the inti-
. ' studios. Audrey Munson'’s
.  \d from week to week on this

Aphrodite in the oyster shell
'the shell was not a part of the
lady’s costume, but was a part
of the stage setting, the envi-
ronment, the properties of the
scenery.’’

Nevertheless, the Judge
shook his head and ruled in
favor of Mr. Karten, taking the
ground that just as Eve’s fig
leaf is an essential and insep-
arable part of her costume, so

¢ also the oyster shell, under the
eircumstances, was an essential
part of that which Miss Hurley
should have provided. But the
end is not yet, because Miss
Hurley’s counsel has appealed
‘frgm this decision and started a
"n‘rauit in a higher court in
whieh it is Lawyer Hess’s inten-
|i'on to summon a dozen of the
st authorities in New York to
ttle once and for all whether
An oyster shell is a part of Aph-
rodite's costume as they all
ligree #he fig leaf unquestion.
. ibly is an essential part of the
+  ostume of Mother Eve.
%, /| 1 always have felt sorry for the young women of good
' figure who, aspiring to become models, cast their lot in a
jociety of artists who strive only for ‘' bohemianism’' rather
than fame and the consciousness of giving the beautiful
of to-day to the generations of to-morrow. In all the
lays of my posing it was hardly ever that my earnings
‘or a whole week amounted to more than $35. Occasion-
illy, when a statue or painting for which I had posed was
wold at an exhibition to some wealthy purchaser for a
arge price, the artist would remember me with a present.
fir. Dodge, who did most of the murals for the Exposition
it San Francisco; Mr, Tenetti, who created some ver
heautiful statues from me; Mrs- Gertrude Vanderbilt
. Whitney, whose ‘' Fountain of Eldorado’’ was one of the
' most striking ornaments to the Tower of Jewels, cach
¢ nade me handsome presents of money when their works
“lyere pronounced marvelous creations. None of these
L seaatiful things brm:ight large prices. They were done
~ 5r the Exposition, and were, almost, gifts from the artists.
[ tut the high consideration given them was more welcome
~ (an money to the seulptors and painters, who thus added
'« > the beauty of the great Fair:
’ 1 might mention one artist who is known as one of the
remost of the sculptors of the present day, 8 man whose
orks decorate many publie Euildinga in New Ybrk,
| Jashington and Philadelphia, and who has three pieces
\ the Metropolitan Museum of Art—for each of wIIIich |
as his model. Just the other day he was compelled to
J1 a bronze, ‘‘The Swan @irl,”’ which has been exhibited
', dlmost all the great cities in the United States, for $200
y pay the rent of his studio. He does but one or two
atues a year—and each embodies some expression of his
wn soul. - He would refuse to do.a work for the mere
oney.it might bring him.
When Robert W. Aitken, the distinguished American
_ ulptor, was secking a model for the souvenir dollar
sued by the United Btates Government in conneetion
_ith the World’s Falr at Ban Francisco, he asked me to
bse for him—just a profile of the face. I was busy at
Nat time posing for Alfred Jaeger, of whom I shall tell
" Hout later, and could not spare him the time.
. At that time nearly all our great sculptors and paint-
" s were busy at work for the Fair. Each was using the
. rvices of a model. Models were very scarce, and Mr.
jitken was compelled to try a young woman who was
" seommended by an acquaintance who painted. The
pung woman proved to be a girl who was well known in
F. “atm‘o set.’”’ She had an excellent figure for cos-
4

One of the “tableaun
scenes” which enlivened a
studio party participated
in by artists and their
favorite models.
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This is the photograph of which Miss Marian
Hurley said to the judge:
“L was told to have my picture taken wearing
the costume in which I was to dance at ‘Mececa
Ball,' these pictures to be given away as souvenifs.”

tumers and the creators of ‘‘girl studies.”” Also she had
nnp!ratlom to the ltaFa. She was accustomed to the fa-
miliarities of a certain kind of studio, and thought Mr.
Aitken, Aendemiecian, holder of a score ’of national medals
and an exhibitor in almost every famous foreign museum,
would be the same sort of person as the designer of a
cover for a weekly magazine,

When Mr, Aitken asked her ‘to 'dress her hair after
the Greek fashion she asked him, “‘How did the Grecks do
it?""—sghe'd never been to a Greck hairdresser. Mr.
Aitken partly explained, and brought out some phato-
graphs of ancient Grecian costumes and headdresses. *‘Oh,
my, aren’t they funny I’’ the girl exclaimed. “Surely ybu
don’t want me to look 8o dowdy? I'm sure modern
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The models are Dorle
Dae and Beatrice Bisno,
popular beauties in the
“studio
York's art world,

interesting young woman, your maid here.

ple wouldn’t think a head of hair
done like that would be pretty!?”’
Mr. Aitken assured her he was not
attempting to achieve prettiness, but
wanted sedateness and impressive-
ness.

With her hair arranged by Mr.
Aitken himself, a sketch was begun,
During the posing the girl chattered
volubly about herself, especially
about her ambition to be a cabaret
queen and have a limousine. When
Mr Aitken finished his preliminery
sketch and dismissed the -model for
the day she glanced at the sketch
and was greatly concerned beceuse
her retrousse nose was uot faithfully
drawn.

‘““All the best artists declare my
nose is one of the best features of
my face,’’ she said. “‘They say it is
80 bewitching. And you have
spoiled it by making it straight,”’

‘A retrousse nose, my girl, would
do very well in a eabaret and other-
wise in a possession to be proud of,”’
Mr Aitken said suavely, ‘‘but I am
afraid the Government would hardly
want anything so delightful repre-
sented on its coins. People might
want to keep the coins to look at and
wouldn’t accept any others,”

When this young woman had
gone Mr, Aitken sent me a telegram,

leading that I pose evenings for

im, which I did. And my perfectly
straight nose adorns the Columbian dollar. ‘‘I could
never do such a substantial thing as a silver dollar from a
model with less thanea cent’s worth of brains,’’ said Mr,
Aitken when he told me of his telling the young woman
he first engaged to take her nose and her cabaret ambi.
tions back to the kind of studios that value them

In Mr, Aitken’s own life there is one of the,prettiest
of the many romances of the studios—some of which I
shall tell later. His romance grew out of his quick appre-
ciation of that inner beauty which, in all his works, he
strives to bring to the surface of his marbles and bromzes,

When, after returning from his first successes in Paris,
he was given some important ecommissions for museum
work in California, he went to San Francisco to open a
studio that he might work in the atmosphere of the West,
The successful youny seulptor was welcomed by San Fran-
cisco society, and his studio became popular with the
wealth and fashion of the Pacific Coast city.

At a reception given in his honor at the home of a
fashionable debutante Mr. Aitken was served his tea by
a young woman whom he mistook for a house maid Al
though he did not know it, the real house maid had fol-
lowed the traditions of her calling and had left her mis-
tress that very morning without notice, In her dilemma
the debutante hostess pressdd into service one or two of
her closest friends—making it a lark to have them mas-

uerade as her servants, gt was planned, of course, for
these two girls to doff their aprons alier the tea was
served and make. merry over the joke.

But when Mr, Aitken cast a hasty second glance at the
girl who put his tea so daintily before him and said
quickly to the young woman nearest him, ““A mighty
SBhe is French,
is she not!"’ the plan to drop the aprons was discarded,
as the young women assembled thought it would be more
fun to continue the deception.

The ‘“maid’’ served Mr. Aitken again, each time drop-
ping a very house maidish cutsey Ivery girl present
saw that Mr, Aitken was more interested in the ‘“maid”
than in his tea or the other amenities of the reception,
They were romantie young women, as most San Francisco
young women are, and there was much suppressed glee
when Mr. Aitken did all the most sentimental of them
could expect. He asked his hostess if he might not invite
her “‘maid’’ to visit him at his studio and sit for a study
of her head and shoulders. The hostess, after hasty con.
sultation with the ““maid,”’ gave her consent,

The next afternoon the demure little ‘‘maid™ appeared
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+  An amusing tableau in a typical New York studio party. The card players
are Miss Blanche Ange and Miss Greta Hoving, artists’ models.

at the studio door, duly ‘chaperoned by her supposed
“‘mistress.” Mr Aitken expressed his gratitude for the
promptness of the response to his request, and, losing no
time, asked his new model to take position on: thé posing
stand. From that moment the important commissions he
was executing for wealthy Californians were forgetten.
He put aside everything but the bust he was doing in
marble of the ‘‘house maid’’ of his former hostess.
“‘There is something within her—somcthing in her soul
that shines in her eyes and seeks expression in every con-
tour of her face, even in the poisé of her head on her
shoulders,”” the sculptor confided to his friends, ‘‘some-
thing T want to catch. And if I succeed it will be the
best thing I have ever done.” sl
Two weeks went by. Mr Aitken gave up all his social
engagements and won from the ‘‘mistress’’ her consent
that the ‘“‘meid’’ might come each morning and pose
throughout the day, with whatever rest periods she

" wanted. And the ‘‘maid,’”’ much to the romantic gest of

her intimates, agreed to this and was just as eagep for
each day’'s posing and its consequent nearness to the
sculptor as was the artist, \

ne afternoon Mr, Aitken suddenly droF ed his chisel
and brought a deep flush to the cheeks o ﬂia model b
saying, almost off-hand, ‘Do you know, Miss de Ligny,
think I shall have to ask yon to marry me. I shall soon
finish this bust, and I shall be quite forlorn at not having
you close to me. Would I be taking advantage of your
marvelous beauty of self and soul if I should ask you to
give them to me exelusively?”’

And Miss de Ligny, who was the daughter of one of
the noble families of France, and who was in Ban Fran.
cisco in advance of a visit by her parents, who were com-
ing there for her, assured him he would be taking no ad-
vantage, and that she was quite willing to agree—if he
really wanted her, a ““‘serving maid,”’ to be his wife.

Mr Aitkdn was for a romantie elopement at once. Miss
de Ligny then confessed the hoax that had beeu played
on him, and made it plain that her parents must be asked.
When the parents arrived they frowned upon the engage.
ment and promptly packed their daughter off to her na.
tive France. They were proud, they said, to have the
famous sculptor as a son-in-law, but their daughter was
French, and there were family reasons for a matech among
her own people.

The sculptor followed the family to France—vowed
even that he would become a Frenchman if necessary.
He finally won the consent he sought. The bust of Laure
de Ligny—now Mrs. Robert Aitken—stands in The Lux-
embourg, at Paris, ene of thd masterpieces in that great
institution,

Mrs. Aitken often declared her married life happy
beyond words. How differently, though, does Mrs. Bev-
erly Towles, whose husband is one of the best known
painters, speak of married life with a ‘‘temperamental’’
artist!  Mr, Towles makes many paintings a year, and
maintains a large studio. He is socially popilar, and his
studio is the scene of many quiet entertainments,

Here is what Mrs. Towles said recently in explaining
her disappointments as the wife of a painter:

“The woman who marries an artist is teaming right
up with woe, I found it out soon after I got married.
am a patient woman., But 1 have been married fifteen
sears, Canvas and conventions do not mix. As a hus-
tmnd my man led a model life, But there were too many
models. Most of the time my husband lived as if he were
not marricd at all—that is, to me, '

“My advice to women{

““Marry a plumbery or a steamfitter,
of a doctor, 8 lawyer or a school teacher.

“But don't walk down the nisle with an artist.”

Mrs. Towles asked the courts for a separation from
her brilliant husband, She stated in her sworn affidavits
that becanse he was always seeking feminine beauty as
an inspiration he became 80 accustomed to other women
he ceased to value her. 8he exhibited to thHe oourt
sketches made by him of her own maid in scanty attire.
Her husband declared, she said, that the maid was beautr:
ful in proportions and not to be neglected as a model just
because she was a servant in his own house. There are
many artists’ wives who have been disappointed, like Mrs,
Towles, but just as many who are as happy as Mrs, Aitken.

Become the wife

(To Bo Continued Nr Sunday)



